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Timor 


R. Timor et tremor venerunt 
super me, et caligo cecidit 
super me. * Miserere mei, 

Domine, miserere, quoniam in te 
confidit anima mea. 

V. Exaudi, Deus, deprecationem 
meam, quia refugium meum 

es tu, et adjutor fortis. Domine, 
invocavi te, non confundar. 


Vinea mea 


R. Vinea mea, electa, ego te 
plantavi: * Quomodo conversa es 
in amaritudinem, ut me 
crucifigeres, et Barabbam 
dimiteres? 

V. Sepivi te, et lapides elegi 


ex te, et aedificavi turrim. 


Tenebrae 


R. Tenebrae factae sunt, dum 
crucifixissent Jesum Judaei: 

et circa horam nonam exclamavit 
Jesus voce magna: Deus meus, 
ut quid me dereliquisti? * Et 
inclinato capite, emisit spiritum. 
V. Exclamans Jesus voce magna, 
ait: Pater, in manus tuas 
commendo spiritum meum. 


Tristis est 


R. Tristis est anima mea usque ad 
mortem: sustinete hic, et vigilate 
mecum: nunc videbitis turbam, 
quae circumdabit me: * Vos 
fugam capietis, et ego vadam 
immolari pro vobis. 

V. Ecce appropinquat hora, et 
Filius hominis tradetur in manus 
peccatorum. 


POULENC Quatre motets pour un temps de penitence 


R. Fear and trembling are come 

upon me, and darkness fell 

upon me. * Have mercy upon me, 

O Lord, have mercy upon me, for my 
soul trusteth in thee. 

V. Hear my prayer, O God, for thou 
art my refuge and my 

strong helper. I called upon thee; 

O Lord, let me never be confounded. 


R. O my chosen vine, I planted 
thee: * How art thou turned 

to bitterness, that thou shouldst 
crucify me and release 

Barabbas? 

V. I fenced thee and gathered the stones 
from thee and built a tower. 


R. Darkness had fallen when they 
crucified Jesus: 

and about the ninth hour Jesus cried 
with a loud voice: My God, 

why hast thou forsaken me? * And 
he bowed his head and gave up the ghost. 
V. When Jesus had cried with a loud 
voice, he said: Father, into thy hands 
I commend my spirit. 


R. My soul is sorrowful, even unto 
death. Stay here and watch 

with me: You will see a crowd 

round about me: * and you will 

flee, for I go to be 

sacrificed for you. 

V. Behold, the hour cometh when 
the Son of man shall be delivered up into 
the hands of sinners. 


SCHUTZ Musicalische Exequien 


I. Concerto in the form of a German Burial Mass 


Nacket bin ich vom Mutterleibe kommen, 
naket werde ich wiederum dahinfahren, der 
Herr hat’s gegeben, der Herr hat’s genom- 
men, der Name des Herren sei gelobet. 

Herr Gott Vater im Himmel, erbarm dich 
uber uns. 

Christus ist mein Leben, Sterben ist mein 
Gewinn. Siehe, das ist Gottes Lamm, das 
der Welt Siinde tragt. 

Jesu Christe, Gottes Sohn, erbarm dich 
‘ tiber uns. 

Leben wir, so leben wir dem Herren, 
sterben wir, so sterben wir dem Herren, 
darum wir leben oder sterben, so sind wir 
des Herren. 

Herr Gott Heiliger Geist, erbarm dich 
tiber uns. 


Also hat Gott die Welt geliebt, dass er 
seinen eingebornen Sohn gab, auf dass alle, 
die an ihm glauben, nicht verloren werden, 
sondern das ewige Leben haben. 


Er sprach zu seinem lieben Sohn: 
die Zeit ist hie zu erbarmen, 

fahr hin, mein’s Herzens werte Kron, 
und set das Heil der Armen, 

und hilf ihn aus der Siinden Not 
erwurg fiir ste den bittern Tod 

und lass sie mit dir leben. 


Das Blut Jesu Christi, des Sohnes Gottes, 
machet uns rein von allen Sinden. 


Durch thn tst uns vergeben 
die Siind, geschenkt das Leben, 
im Himmel soll’n wir haben, 

o Gott, wie grosse Gaben. 


Unser Wandel ist im Himmel, von dan- 
nen wir auch warten des Heilandes, Jesu 
Christi, des Herren, welcher unsern _ nichti- 
gen Leib verklaren wird, dass er 4hnlich 
werde seinem verklarten Leibe. 


Es ist allhier ein Jammertal, 

Angst, Not und Tribsal tiberall, 

des Bleibens ist ein kleine Zeit, 

voller Mihseligkeit, 

und wers bedenkt, ist immer im Streit. 


Wenn eure Siinde gleich blutrot ware, 
soll sie doch schneeweiss werden, wenn sie 
gleich ist wie rosinfarb, soll sie doch wie 
Wolle werden. 


Naked came I out of my mother’s womb, 
and naked shall I return thither: the Lord 
gave, and the Lord hath taken away; 
blessed be the name of the Lord. 

O God the Father in heaven, have mercy 
upon us. 

For me to live is Christ, and to die is 
gain. Behold the Lamb of God, which 


‘taketh away the sin of the world. 


O God the Son, Jesu Christ, have mercy 
upon us. 

Whether we live, we live unto the Lord; 
and whether we die, we die unto the Lord; 
whether we live, therefore, or die, we are 
the Lord’s. 

O God the Holy Ghost, have mercy 
upon us. 


So God loved the world, that he gave 
his only begotten Son, to the end that all 
that believe in him should not perish, but 
have everlasting life. 


He spake: My Son, the time hath come 
To manifest compassion. 

Go forth to ransom Adam’s sons; 
Salvation for them fashion. 

Go, save the poor from sin, he saith, 
And for them choke the serpent death, 
And let them live beside thee. 


The blood of the Lord Jesus Christ, the 
Son of God, make us clean from all sin. 


Through him the Lord forgave us, 
The gift of life he gave us. 

With him in heaven living, 

O God, how great the giving! 


For our conversation is in heaven; from 
whence also we look for the Saviour, the 
Lord Jesus Christ: who shall change our 
vile body, that it may be fashioned like 
unto his glorious body. 


This world a valley is of woe; 
Pain, trouble, anguish here below; 
Our lifetime is but sad and brief, 
Full of despair and grief, 

Nor doth the seeker find relief. 


Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall 
be white as snow; though they be red like 
crimson, they shall be as wool. 


Sein Wort, sein Tauf, sein Nachtmahl 
dient wider allen Unfall, 

der heilige Geist im Glauben 

lehrt uns darauf vertrauen. 


Gehe hin, mein Volk, in eine Kammer 
und schleuss die Tir nach dir zu, verbirge 
dich einen kleinen Augenblick, bis der Zorn 
voriibergehe. 

Der Gerechten Seelen sind in Gottes 
Hand und keine Qual riihret sie an, fiir den 
Unverstandigen werden sie angesehen, als 
stiirben sie, und ihr Abschied wird fiir eine 
Pein gerechnet, und ihr Hinfahren fir Ver- 
derben, aber sie sind in Frieden. 

Herr, wenn ich nur dich habe, so frage 
ich nichts nach Himmel und Erden,. wenn 
mir gleich Leib und Seele verschmacht, so 
bist du, Gott, allzeit meines Herzens Trost 
und mein Teil. 


Es ist das Heil und selig Licht 

fiir die Heiden, 

zu erleuchten, die dich kennen nicht 
und zu weiden, ~ 

er ist setnes Volks Israel 

der Preis, Ehr, Freud, und Wonne. 


Unser Leben wiahret siebenzig Jahr, und 
wenn’s hoch kémmt, so sind’s achtzig Jahr, 
und wenn es késtlich gewesen ist, so ist es 
Mih und Arbeit gewesen. 


Ach, wie elend ist unser Zeit 
allhier auf dieser Erden, 

gar bald der Mensch darnieder leit, 
wir miissen alle sterben, 

allhier in diesem Jammertal 

ist Mth und Arbeit iiberall, 

auch wenn dirs wohl gelinget. 


Ich weiss das mein Erléser lebt, und er 
wird mich hernach aus der Erden auferwek- 
ken, und werde darnach mit dieser meiner 
Haut umgeben werden, und werde in mei- 
nem Fleisch Gott sehen. 


Weil du vom Tod erstanden bist 

werd ich im Grab nicht bleiben, 

mein hochster Trost dein Auffahrt ist, 
Todsfurcht kannst du vertreiben, 
denn wo du bist, da komm ich hin, 
dass itch stets bet dir leb und bin, 
drum fahr ich hin mit Freuden. 


Herr, ich lasse dich nicht, du _ segnest 
mich denn. 


His sacraments and saying, 
From every ill allaying, 

The Holy Ghost doth teach us 
By faith in them to keep us. 


Come, my people, enter thou into thy 
chambers, and shut thy doors about thee: 
hide thyself as it were for a little moment, 
until the indignation be overpast. 

But the souls of the righteous are in the 
hand of God, and there shall no torment 
touch them. In the sight of the unwise they 
seemed to die: and their departure 1s taken 
for misery, and their going from us to be 
utter destruction: but they are in peace. 

Whom have I in heaven but thee? and 
there is none upon earth that I desire beside 
thee. My flesh and my heart faileth: but 
God is the strength of my heart, and my 
portion for ever. 


He is the health and blessed light 

Of the heathen, 

To illumine them who know but night 
In due season. 

And to his chosen Israel 

He is their glory ever. 


The days of our years are threescore 
years and ten; and if by reason of strength 
they be fourscore years, yet ts their strength 
labour and sorrow. 


Ah, full of care is all our life, 
This earthly time we cherish. 
O mortal man, thyself prepare; 
Mortality doth perish. 

This world is all a vale of woe, 
Labour and sorrow here below, 
E’en though thy fortune prosper. 


I know that my redeemer liveth, and 
that he shall stand at the latter day upon 
the earth: and though this body be de- 
stroyed, yet in my flesh shall I see God. 


Since thou arose from death’s dark lair 
The grave no more can hold me. 

Thy journey comfort doth me bear 
From fear of death released me. 

And where thou art, there I shall be 

To live forever near to thee, 

So I go forth rejoicing. 


Lord, I will not let thee go, except thou 
bless me. 


Er sprach zu mir: halt dich an mich 
es soll dir itzt gelingen, 

ich geb mich selber ganz fiir dich, 

da will ich fiir dich ringen, 

den Tod verschlingt das Leben mein, 
mein Unschuld tragt die Siinden dein, 
da bist du selig worden. 


He spake to me: keep thee with me; 
Thou art my chosen vessel. 

I give myself wholly for thee, 

And I for thee would wrestle. 

My life hath conquered death for thee, 
My innocence hath set thee free, 

By which thou shalt be blessed. 


II. Motet 


Herr, wenn ich nur dich habe, so frage ich 
nichts nach Himmel und Erden. Wenn mir 
gleich Leib und Seele verschmacht, so bist 
du doch, Gott, allezeit meines Herzens Trost 
und mein Teil. 


Whom have I. in heaven but thee, O 
Lord? and there is none upon earth that 
I desire beside thee. My flesh and my heart 
faileth: but God 1s the strength of my heart, 
and my portion for ever. 


III. Concerto—The Song of Simeon 


Herr, nun lassest du deinen Diener in 
Friede fahren, wie du gesagt hast. Denn 
meine Augen haben deinen Heiland gesehen, 
welchen du bereitet hast fiir allen Volkern, 
ein Licht zu erleuchten die Heiden, und 
zum Preis deines Volks Israel. 


Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart 
in peace, according to thy word. For mine 
eyes have seen thy salvation, which thou 
hast prepared before the face of all people; 
to be a light to lighten the Gentiles, and to 
be the glory of thy people Israel. 


(The souls of the saints in heaven, in the company of Seraphim) 


Selig sind die Toten, die in dem Herren 
sterben. Sie ruhen von ihrer Arbeit, und 
ihre Werke folgen ihnen nach. Sie sind in 
der Hand des Herren und keine Qual riihret 


- Sie. 


Blessed are the dead which die in the 
Lord. They rest from their labours; and 
their works do follow them. They are in 
the hand of God, and there shall no torment 
touch them. 


E. POWER BIGGS (March 29, 1906—March 10, 1977) 


With the death of E. Power Biggs, 
a governor of the Handel & Haydn 
Society since 1976, the musical 
world lost one of its most extra- 
ordinary citizens and vivid person- 
alities. He came here from England 
in 1929, where his first organist po- 
sition was in Newport. Two years 
later he settled in Cambridge and 
became the organist at Christ Church 
in Harvard Square. Following that, 
he was the organist at the Harvard 
Church in Brookline, but it was not 
long before he was so much in de- 
mand as a concert artist that he 
gave up all church appointments. 
Thanks to his Sunday morning 
broadcasts from the Germanic (now 
Busch-Reisinger) Museum at Harvard, 
he soon had a national following. 


Those broadcasts not only spread 
the word about Biggs and about 
Bach; they also got into wide circu- 
lation a whole new idea of organ 
sound. That Baroque organ music 
ought to be played on the sort of 
articulate and spicy instrument for 
which it was written is pretty much 
of a commonplace now; but forty 
years ago, when organ meant a roar- 
ing, Romantic noise, marvelous for 
Liszt and Franck, but inclined to 
confuse the voicing of a Bach fugue, 
Biggs was instigating revolution. 


He loved music, and an immense 
variety of it, Sousa and Joplin hard- 
ly less than Frescobaldi and Britten, 
but his special love was directed at 
what the skill and fantasy of the 
great organ-builders had wrought. 
People probably hadn’t given much 
thought to the difference between 
one instrument and another, but 


those countless Biggs record albums 
have created a lot of amateur con- 
noisseurship in the work of old mas- 
ters like Schnitger and Silberman or 
modern ones like Beckerath and 
Flentrop. And naturally, he loath- 
ed and fought with characteristic 
and outspoken zest the barbarian 
invasion of our concert halls and 
churches by those vile, electronic 
monsters that pretend to be organs. 


In the last years, those hard-work- 
ing hands were so gnarled by arthri- 
tis that he could no longer give con- 
certs, and he must have made his 
last recordings—heroic victories of 
will over matter—a few inches of 
tape at.a time. His vitality was with 
him, unimpaired, right to his sud- 
den and untimely death. We do and 
shall miss him painfully, this friend, 
companion, champion. He was the 
man through whom many thou- 
sands first met the D minor Toccata, 
the Poulenc Concerto, or whatever, 
who gave us The Maple Leaf Rag on 
the pedal harpsichord. This incom- 
parably charming and _ persuasive 
guide led us to the treasures of Sala- 
manca, Lineburg, Marmoutier, Leip- 
zig, and Zwolle. His recordings of 
the Handel concertos on the great 
Packington organ in Saint James 
Church, Warwickshire, England are 
musical milestones for all time. 


The world of music mourns a man 

whose work and energy left deep 

and permanent marks on its collec- 
tive knowledge and taste. He was a 
man whose life really made a dif- 
ference. 


—Michael Steinberg 


SCHUTZ Musicalische Exequien 


EVEN IF NO BIOGRAPHICAL DATA were preserved the Musicalische Exequien would 
tell us much about its composer, Heinrich Schiitz (1585-1672). As it is, it con- 
firms all we know about his sensitivity and extraordinary sense of the divine. The 
beauty of his voice as a boy won him an education along humanistic lines at the 
Collegium Mauritanum, founded by the remarkably cultured Landgrave Moritz 
of Kassel. The Landgrave sent Schiitz to Italy in 1609. There the young composer 
formed his technique as a disciple of Giovanni Gabrieli (1557-1612). For fifty- 
seven years he held the title of Saxon Electoral Kapellmeister. It was most un- 
fortunate that during this time the chapel at Dresden suffered the deterioration 
whith struck virtually all cultural institutions in Germany, while the Thirty Years’ 
War turned that country into a battleground. His patron, the Electoral Prince 
Johann Georg I, did not have the same interest in knowledge and art which 
Landgrave Moritz had; he was concerned more with military matters. Since his 
presence at court was not necessary at all times, Schiitz made a second trip to 
Italy (1628) and discovered the new worlds of expressive sound explored by 
Monteverdi. He immediately mastered the new techniques, incorporating them 
into his personal style. 

Schiitz complained bitterly about the unfortunate state of the chapel, but to 
no avail. He accepted temporary posts at Copenhagen, Wolfenbiittel and else- 
where during this time. By the time Johann Georg I died and his music-loving 
successor came to the throne, Schiitz was a tired man and eligible for a pension, 
which was promptly granted. He retained his title of Electoral Kapellmeister, 
but only occasionally was his service required. Having lost his hearing toward the 
end of his life, Schiitz spent his time in meditating on the Scriptures and prepar- 
ing for death. He “gently and blessedly departed life without a tremor” at the 
advanced age of eighty-seven years and twenty-nine days. 

Schiitz’s fine education and sensitivity to the nuances of language made him 
aware of the requirements for clear and expressive musical declamation of a text. 
One of his pupils, Christoph Bernhard (1627-1692), published a treatise on 
composition which surely includes many elements which were part of Schiitz’s 
own instructions to him. Schiitz, a humanistic musician, viewed composition as 
an art which could be taught just as any other liberal art. Music should illustrate 
or “express” a text after the fashion of rhetorical speech. An entire system of 
musical devices (figurae), the equivalent of literary figures of speech, was codified. 
This system was erected on the foundations of Renaissance polyphony which 
Schiitz considered the basis of all compositional technique. Indeed, the Musical- 
ische Exequien is a splendid testimony of his commitment to the stile antico. 
The use of figurae represents a conscious departure from the older style, in the 
interest of a more forceful declamation of the text. 

_ We are familiar with many of the common-coin musical phrases which were 
subsequently elevated to the status of figurae. A few examples may be intelligible 
without musical illustrations: a saltus duriusculus (a rather harsh leap) is a 


leap spanning an unusual interval; a climax is the repetition of a motive each 
time at a higher pitch; the aposiopesis is a pause in all parts; a parrhesia is an 
unstable interval, etc. Similar devices occur in all music; e.g., a composer can 
repeat for emphasis or contrast polyphony with chordal writing to underline a 
contrast in the text. A musician who is a master of both counterpoint and musical 
rhetoric is a musicus poeticus who does not compose “in order to share emotions 
and feelings or to express himself in music. Rather, in the act of composing, he 
is like a scholar whose attention is fixed . . . on an object (for example, on a 
text whose meaning must be made clear) and on the means whereby it can be 
musically dramatized. He is guided not so much by the demands of the public 
for music pleasing to the ear as by . . . the nature of the subjects with which he 
is dealing.” (H. H. Eggebrecht, Heinrich Schiitz, Musicus poeticus) Thus, in 
this view, the emotional impact of Schiitz’s music is a by-product of his concern 
for a persuasive rhetorical communication of the meaning of the text. 

The Musicalische Exequien was composed for the funeral rites of Prince Hein- 
rich Posthumus von Reuss in 1636. The actual: composition took place while the 
prince was yet alive, since he had the work performed in his presence several times. 
In the commemorative poem prefixed to the score, Schiitz reflects on the dolorous 
condition of Germany during the Thirty Years’ War and contrasts it with the 
excellent music at the court of Prince Heinrich, who was himself an enthusiastic 
participant in musical performances at his court. Schiitz’s attachment to this 
patron must have been warm and personal; he prays that both he and the sovereign 
might be received into the heavenly choirs. 

The work is divided into three sections: I. Concerto in the form of a German 
Requiem; II. Motet; III. Song of Simeon. The only accompaniment specified 
is a soft organ and a bass viol. The chorus and soloists alternate in part one. 
The former sings in reply to the soloists the invocations which correspond to the 
“Kyrie” and in the chorale strophes of the “Gloria.” (Schiitz intends the section 
which begins “Also hat Gott die Welt geliebt” to be regarded as the “Gloria.”) 
The scriptural and chorale texts of the Musicalische Exequien had been chosen 
by Prince Heinrich and were inscribed on his €offin. In all cases, the declamation 
of the text is more important to Schiitz than preservation of the traditional chorale 
melody. The duets (solos) are more “affective” than the choral sections, but have 
only a modest use of coloratura. The motet (“Herr, wenn ich nur:dich habe”—a 
text chosen by the prince for his burial sermon) ,*is the Venetian polychoral style. 
An easily heard figura is the suspiratio (rest) which throws into relief the direct 
address “Herr.” A dramatic element is introduced in the Song of Simeon: besides 
the five-part chorus singing the text of the canticle, there is a three-part chorus 
of soloists (placed apart) which represents a “blessed soul” with two seraphim. 

The Musicalische Exequien stands at a central point in Schiitz’s creative oeuvre. 
The purely ornamental figures of a decade earlier have been pruned away in favor 
of organic integration of text and music. The concertante and polychoral writing 
is of the highest mastery. The work truly stands in a class by itself, sharing the 
brilliance of the polychoral works and Sacrae.Symphoniae, the expressiveness of 
the Kleine geistliche Konzerte, and showing the way to the unutterably spiritual 
and profound Passions, the fruits of Schiitz’s old age. 


J. H. Dyer 


